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In a Rye-field, where oft file W # 

A Lark took lodging for her young ; 

But faw with forrow and furprife, 

It ripe, ’ere they could Ikim the Ikies. 

In this diftrefs- — my chicks, faid Ihe, 

'A' hene’er abroad for food ye flee, 

The news you hear to me relate, ’ ? 

That we may ward the ftrokes of fate. 

Next morn, the farmer and his fon, 

About the fields their walk begun ; 

Sure, quoth the man, this grain is grown 
Too ripe, and Ihould, ere this, be down. 
To-morrow, boy, before the dawn, 

Hither let all our friends be drawn. 

Home hie in hafte the tim’rous brood 
The dreadful tale proclaim aloud ; 

The Parent Bird unsighted hears, 

And thus her Offspring frees from fears. 

€e Children, faid fhe, go take your reft, 

** Safe, for to-morrow, hands the neft ? 
ft His harveft work he long attends, 

Who leaves the labour to his friends.” 

Next morn abroad her young ones go, 

More food to get, more n£ws to know : 
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Of late are vvond rous ,azy tu-r , 

WelJ we'll our kindred’s good-w.il try, 
To-morrow they (hall cut th ® ^ ^eU e f 

The Larks thought now all paftr , 

And feek their neft and tell their gnet. 

« Peace, quoth the mother, yet you re fate, 
« And at to-morrow’s work may | au g . 

At break of day, the clowmlh pair, 

As ufual, to the fields r.epan . 

Untouch’d they faw the rye ftill ftand, 

And not a^ coufm near at hand. 

Well,— quoth the fire, —the ties of blood 
And friendfhip I’ve ill underftood ; 

Uncut fee yonder ftands the corn 1 
Men only for themfelves are born ; 
To-morrow, ere the fun you fee. 

Two fickles bring for you and me ; 

Our friends and kindred long may flay. 

Let us the harveft bear away. 
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